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My. brother ia of opinion that the
, tightest,place in which he has scen me was
# peir of very suugly fitting Bedford cord

ding trousers, worn by me upon a certain
Pouring wet day in Californla, dried on me
der & ‘semitropioal sun, and hauled
me by the united efforts of three strong

In my own . opigion, howayer, L
ve been in a yet tighter place, although
is certain that I did not suffer so much
ysical dlscomfort.

We—my brother and myself—bad been
shooting in the San Emigdio foothills of
the 'Banta Lucia Mountains; the Coaat
Range of California. Here, in
908, grisslies were ptill to be found.

.. But, although we saw tracks and sign, the

. beasts themaselves remained invisible. Bear
Bunters will testify that even if you dis-
;wover the very lair of the monster whom
: Californians call “Uncle Ephraim” he is
yalmost invariably not at home,
; Finally, we gave up our quest in despair;
wut of beart and out of grub. My brother
'muggested that we should find venison at
@ ranch, the nearest to the wilderness in
*wrhich we had been wandering for the pre-
'Yious three weeks.
.~ We knew the boes and the foreman; and
Jafter a long day's travel were delighted to
'find both men at home. Living as they
"were, some hundred miles from the nearest
Wtore, with no companions other than half
'@ dozen cowboys, you may-be sure that we
‘yecelved a hearty welcome.

As we were putting our horses into the
'barn; our host said abruptly:

“Got any whisky?"
ﬁ *A big demijohn—nearly full,” I replied.
£1t's yours, if you want it.”
} “Shush-h-h! Want it? Not I!
i bide it.”
. Then he explained that his cook saw red
|after taking one drink of aloohol. Accord-
ingly, we hid the poison—for poison it is
%o such fellows—under a bale of hay.

We must

the mlyli

After supper we smoked in the sitting
room, whioch ocouplod the middle of the
house, a long, low room, with a big fireplace
at one end of it, our bedroom at the other
end, and doors facing each other on the
sldes; through each door one passed on to
a rough veranda.

QGarden there was none. Encompassing
these, the huge ranch stretched for leagues,
a aixty thousand acre grant of foothills
and valleys untouched by the plow.

The cowboys squatted about the fire and
told storles as they smoked. The four
chairs were ococupied by boses, foreman, my
brother and myself.

The foreman, John; was a big, loose
limbed fellow, extraordinarily skilful with
the lariat and one of the finest horsemen
in southern California. His brother, Char-
lle, one of the cowboys, was balf his size,
but wiry as an Apache and of much the
same complexion. Both men sald little,
answering such questions as we put to them
curtly, but not uncivilly.

At that time our county—one of the last
in Callfornia to be roused from sluggish
stook raising usee into agricultural and s
hortioultural activitiee—had become a sort
of sanctuary for cattle thieves and des-
peradoes. Stage coaches were robbed fre-
quently; banks were held up and looted;
hardly @ month passed without ite shooting
affray.

The conversation turned naturally enough
into these encarmined channels. Some of
the bad men were known to us; John, the
bose, had taken a prominent part, so it
was whispered, in the lynching of & train
robber, the terror of the 8. P. company,
who had worked as a cowboy on this very
ranch, had sat, as we were gitting, about
the fireplace and had been reckoned by
his fellows a quiet, peaceable citizen,

Suddenly the foreman said in a slow
drawl:

S

Hugh may be through washin' up at any
minute—and it's kinder pussonal, seein’ as
Hugh's father died with his boots on.”

“An’ it wouldn't surprise me overly
much,” remarked Charlle, “ef that same
#ort o' send-off was in store for Hugh
himaelf.”

Hugh was the cook, who saw red when-
ever he smelled whisky. The boss whis-
pered to me that his father had been strung
up to a telegraph poat, just outside the
oounty town.

“He's & bad egg,” he concluded, “is Hugh,
but he's & derned good cook, as cooks go in
these parts.”

“Bing us a song, Charlie,” sald one of the
cowboys.

After a little pressing, Charlie broke into &
mournful ditty; a sort of recitalivo, setting
forth, in dismal prooession, the misadven-
tures and mieeries of a tramp. The com-
pany listened with intereet and sympathy.

Looking at the spare figures and bronzed
faces about the fireplace, one realized
vaguely that in the inexorable trend of
events their picturesque occupation must
be taken from them within a decade. And
dlsmounted, what awaited them save a
dreary tramp afoot through the country
across which they had ridden so gally in the

t?

While Charlie was singing I kept an eye
on the door, looking for Hugh the cook.
1 had not had more than § glimpse of him
and the son of a man who had been lynched
stirred my curiosity, But he did not come
in.

After a couple of songs somebody pro-
posed an exhibition of high kicking, which
led to other feats of strength and activity.
The fun had begun. One could see the
grave faces of these silent men change;
as their blood began to ciroulate, one felt
as they felt, the throb of excitement, the
pulse beating flercaly beneath the touch

“Iet's quit this talk about bad men.

of competition.

et

And then, without a moment's warn'ng,
Hugh stalked into the room, ocarrying my
magaszine rifle in one hand and the demi-
john of whisky in the other. Every man
save he was unarmed. Hugh had the drop
on the orowd.

We stared at him. He was a handsome
young fellow, and drink had flushed his
choeks and lent a sparkle to his eyes. He
laughed, fingering his rifle as if it were a
toy, spinning it around dexterously.

“Put that down, Hugh, " said John quietly;
“we're having some fun heré¢ and we
want you to join us.”

*Do " ye?” éald Hugh, oontemptuously.
“Well, I have joined ye, haven't I1? And
now I'm a-goin’' to hive the fun. D'ye
know who I am?" He glared at each of us
in turn. “I'm not wearin' my crown and
robes"—he was in flannel shirt and overalle—
“but I'm the king, that's who I am, and
don't ye forget it!”

He twirled the rifie faster. Nobody
moved.

“Is that gun loaded?” sald Chafiie.

“You bet! See!” he fired into the celling
as he spoke. When the noise dled away
he added savagely:

“I'm the boss to-night, an’ I'm a-goin' to
make you fellers obey me. A bullet goes
plum into the head of the first man as moves
without my say eo. D'ye hear?”

“We hear,” sald John quietly. “All the
same, Hugh, I'd quit this foolin' if 1 was
you."” A
“Shut up yer mouth!”

John shut his mouth, almoset with a snap.
And then [ saw that grim fixity of pur-
pose upon his face, which is no more to be
mistaken cr ignored than the first warn-
ing of the rattlesnake poised for his deadly
stroke.

“I'm the king, ain't I, Charlie?®

“Sure,” eald Charlie,

“I'm the king, boys, ain't I? Answer—
every mother's son of ye!”

We anawered solemnly: “You're the king,

Hugh.”

*] own this sheebang—hey? " he addressed
the boss,

“Looks lke it.”

“That bein' so, 1 mean ter ohoose my
comp'ny. I've nothin' agen you, boys,”
he addressed my brother and me, “You
sit right there, an’ make yerselves to home,
But you,” he turned furious eyes on our
host, “you swine, you've made it hot for
me more’'n once. Stan' up!”

The boss rose slowly. ‘

*Now—march! Skin out o' this—an'
don't come baeok .to-night! I'm a-goin'
ter sleap in yer bed, wear yer pyjamas
and play I'm you. QGit!"

The boss marched out of the room.

“John and Charlie—stan’ up!®

The foreman and his brother stood‘up.
One could see the sinews beneath the skin
rigid with rage and humiliation, The
bead of the rifie covered first one, then
the other.

“The bacon and beans didn't suit ye,
yesterday,” said Hugh, playing with the
trigger. “An’ las' Bunday, when I over-
slep' myself, both of ye made remarks,
fnsultin’ remarks. Now, down ye go, on
yer knees—an’ apologize. Quick.”

“No,” said John quietly. “Shoot an’ be
d—d!” ,

Hugh didn’t shoot, but he laughed loudly.

«John, old .socks, ye've a nerve, Well,
you two skip out! An' don't come’' baok!
It yo do, by the living Jing’, I'll bore a
hole through ye. Gitl"®

They got.

Three cowboys were left,
them reflectively.

“Pore whito trash,” he said slowly. “You
ain’t fit ter associate with me an' thess yere
gon’lmen. Mosey!"

They mosied.

“Hold on! Don’t forget to shet the door!
Me an’ these gen'Imen(air a-goin' to whoop

Hugh eyed

things up a bit, understan'? We may paint
this sheebang & pale shrimp pink before we
quit, And we don’t want to be disturbed—
aoe? . Make that plain to the boss and John.
Beocause if one o’ them doors moves I sha’n’t
wait to aak who's pushin’ it, but I propose
ter fire—through it. See? . That's all.”

The cowboys went out, carefully closing
the door. There were no windows, for the
doors in the daytime eerved as such. Hugh
laughed, staring hard at me,

*Say,” be ‘began, “I heard that ofa
gun tell you to hide the demijohn, I saw
where you hid it. sCome on, let's celebrate!
1') stand here and watoh them doors. One
must be keerful. You drink first, boys.
Take a good wad—with my regards.”

1t ssemed expedient to humor him, espe-
clally as by so doing we gained possession of
the whisky. I was putting the demijohn
to my lips when I heard Hugh say sharply:

“Jeeroosalem!” y

When I looked up both doors were wide
open. They opened outward. Hugh glared
fleroely through each in turn into the void
beyond. Nobody could be seen.

At once 1 realized what was about to
bappen. The men had armed themselves,
and would.bave as little hesitation in shoot-
ing down this rebel as in killing a our that
had snapped at them. The expedience of
taking up a position on the floor ooo\u;nd to
me.

The room was small. With the best wish
in the world not to injure us these cowboys
must take that risk if the shooting began.

*Will you surrender, Hugh?" John spoke.

“Surrender? Hell!”

A figure, pistol in hand, flitted across the
open door; Hugh raised his rifie. Another
figure appeared at the opposite door. He
turned swiftly; the figure slipped out of
gight. This happened half a dozen times
with uncanny monotony. Then Hugh eaid
to us: :

“Don't be scared, boys; and sit whoro_

ye are!”

Obviously Hugh had enough wit to per-
oelve that the men outside might be slow
to shoot 80 long as e sat in the line of fire,
But if this madman began the battle, what
then?

Afterward three exoellent ways of es-
cape ooourred to me; at the time, however;
my mind seerded blank. We sat perfeotly
stil) :

'l‘inn the unexpected happened.
Hugh was standing between two open
doors, and the autumn wind blew in upon

him.

“Charlie,” he shouted. “Oh; Charlie!®

An invisible Charlie answered quietly:
“What s it, Hugh?"

“] want my coat, d'ye hear? Fetoh me
my coat.”

“Why, certainly,” said Charlie.

I wondered whether he would obey this
queer order. It might so easlly prove a
ruse to get an :Psn shot at an enemy,

Charlie walked in, carrying the coat.

Allin all, I take this to be one of the coolest
and bravest actions I have ever witnessed.
He sauntered in, cool as a cugumber, with a
slightly derisive amile upon his lps.

ere's yor coat,” he said, holdln%u. up.

Somehow, I divined what was in the cow-
boy's brain.  As he held out the coat I raw
Charlie measuring the distancs between
himself and Hugh.

The rifle was pointed straight at his head.

Hugh, holding the rifle with one hang
reached for the coat. At that momer,
Charlie ducked and jumped, and I jump
and my brother jumped.

Hum orashed to the floor with three men
upon him. Boss and foreman fell upon our
bodies.

When we disentangled ourselves I saw
that the boss had the King by the ears
and waa gsitting astride his prostrate J
He raised his Majesty's head and pounded

the floor with it.

“Hold hard,” said John. “This flooring
is kinder rotten.”

Next morning Hugh was led to the ranch
fence and told politely that if he valued his
health he would seek other pastures. He did.

é;Plan to Reach the Pole from the Yukon.

\ SeATTLE, Wash.; Aug. 20.—An expedition
in search of the North Pole will start from
! Dawson, Yukon Territery, in the summer
iof 1908 if the plans of the Intsrnational
; Bociety for Polar Research and Experiment
'are carried out. Gov. W. B. Mclnnes of
 Yukon {8 one of the leaders in the move-
L ment and Gen. Greely, U. S. A., thinks the
plans of the society feasible.
+ The main difference between the plans
of the Yukon explorers and those of expe-
ditions in the past is that the Yukoners
‘expect to utilize their knowledge of ways
and means of existence and transportation
in the Arctic. They point out many mis-
takes made by persons unaccustomed to
‘the Arctio climate who have tried to reach
the Pole.
The International Society for Polar Re-
/search wes organized recently in Dawson
with 200 members, One thousand persons
attended the public meeting. Among the
patrons were Gov. Mcolones, Dr. Alfred
Thompson; member of the Canadlan Parlia-
_ment; Justices Dugas, Craig and Macaulay,
“the three highest judges in the Territory;
Major 3. T. Wood, comunander of the North-
west mounted police;and the forelgn consuls
in Dawson. . ..
" The scheme for the expedition was origi-
pated by Dr. Anthony Varicle, who came to
Dawson from Paris. In a lecture Charles
MacDonald, olerk of the Territorial Court of
the Yukon, explained the plans for the expe-
‘dition. -
, "Expeditions of all former Pole seekers,”
. sald Mr. MacDonald, *have been conducted
on lines that would never be approved
northern travelers of experience.”

e most famjiar example of polar
the Nansen expedition. In
tion it {8 shown by Nansen's
» own book that he understood little of equi
i and handling.:long distance expecﬁ:
ons. Yukoners dle them with much
goreé almplicity, ease and skill.
' “Nansen worked in heavy skin robes and
| was Slnmcued in sweat, then chilled in the
. floe Yukoners travel in the light
parka, and never permit themselves to
' pweat.
 “Nansen traveled with dogs weighing
nds. Yukoners never uee dogs
w ng less than 100 to 150 nds.
ansen drove his dogs with each hitched
to a dﬁo strand, and they always were
entangled and caused interminable trouble
‘and endless delay. Yukoners drive their
in tandem harness, and have scarcely
"ﬁ"wh trouble.
ansen had no handles to his sleighs,
dles are a groat. and indispensable
tial hu.: the Yukoner in helping right

sleighs.
ou'fy every expedition sent to the
thus far has been com of sailors,
n who are useless on Jand or anywhere
ship. Those ex tions mot
were largely semi-military.
All w headed and com of men
moquainted with or experienced in
.North. It is the object and plan of
Varicle to draw the great contrast right

He will have none but the most

experienced Northern mushers and travel-
ers, and none but most experienced and
best trained heavy Yukon dogs.

“The question of fuel and sufficient sug-
Flies to ocarry the expadmon across the
ce is the stickler. Varicle proposed to
overcome this with an auxiliary expedition
of mules. He can make the mules last 130
days or more by killing a mule every few
days for food for the dogs.

“By thus supplying the dogs with mule
meat each dog will have nothing to haul
but sumillpe for the men.

“The knowledge of Nansen's great suc-
cess with the oil burner will be utilized.
No artificial heat will be needed for bodies.

he oil will be only for cooking purposes.
Yukoners often travel many weeks, sleep-
ing under the open sky, with the thermome-
ter 40 to 60 or more below, with only a fur
robe for a bed.

“Varicle plans to make an experiment
of a trip of several hundred miles here
in the Yukon basin this winter over rough
fce with unbroken trail. If he can average
only ten miles a day in the polar wastes
he will sucoeed. »

“His plan is to start from Grant Land and
to dash overland, or over the ice, 700 miles
to the pole, and then continue’ 600 more
to Franz Josef land, straight beyond from
Grant Land, and to make the journey in
about 130 days or less. Ships will make
connection at both ends.

“It is the plan to try all experiments in
the Yukon, with Dawson as headquarters
this winter, and to get the expedition atarted
next June. Eli Verreau and many other
famous Yukon musher; have volunteored
to go with Variocle.”

FISH RESTAURANTS.

A Feature of London and Parts Life That
Is Less Common Here,

Returning travelers from London, Paris
and Berlin describe with pleasure the “fish
restaurants” in those oities, and expresa
some wonder that there are not similar
restaurants here,

A “fish restaurant” {s not one at which
flsh is served exclusively, or even chiefly,
but a restaurant at which a speciaity is
made of the service of fish,and at which
usually some special fish dish is offered to
patrons each day.

In London and Paris such restaurants
make as their chief specialty sole, as popu-
lar in England as in France. The Paris
restaurants, in addition, make a feature
of orayfish, ocod and mussels, and the Lon-
don restaurants of whitebait and shrimp.

The variety of fish procurable in these
two oities is almost without limitation. but
a different fish dish each day requires, in
faot, only seven varieties, in the prepgra-
tion of which there are many specialties,

New York has a larger variety of fish
than either London or Paris. The oysters,
lobsters and crabs in the New York market
are superior to those to be found in large
European cities, and the general demand
for fish in New York is in exceas of what
it is in the big ocities of other ocountries.
But the oustom prevails for the most
part here of making flsh or sea food a
part of the meal furnished at a restau-
rant, and not a feature of it.

Left Yellow Jack in Her Wake All the Way From the Guilf.

Disastrous Cruise of the Towboit John Porter Up the Mississippi and the Ohio During the Yellow

There are many alive to-day who oan
remember the disastrous cruise of the
Pittsburg steam towboat John Porter,
with yellow jaok on board, on the Missis-
sippl and Ohio rivers during the summer
of 1878. In that year thousands of persons
died from yellow fever in New Orleans,
Vicksburg, Memphis and other places.

The John Porter was a new Loat, 200
feot long, valued at $75,000 and built and
owned by the Cumberland Towing Com-
pany of Pittsburg, She carried a crew,
besides officers, of twenty-six men.

She left Pittsburg about the last of June,
1878, on what was destined to be the most
eventful river trip ever taken by any
steamboat in the United States. The boat
was loaded with cotton ties and nalls for
the New Orleans market. Chester Mahan,
an experienced river man, was the captain,
end Charles Dagleman, ohlef gengineer.
The becat made a quick trip down stream
and reached New Orleans in due time.

In the meantire yellow fever had be-
come epidemio in the city and Capt. Mahan
found it impossible to secure a cargo for
the up river trip. The John Porter left
shortly afterward with three 1,000 ton
bargee in tow,

Two or three daye after she left New
Orleans fever broke out on board. Stops
were made along shore at New Providenoe,
Vicksburg and Helena, but at each place,
28 soon as the local authorities found that
the John Porter had fever on board, they
used shotgun arguments and drove the
steamer out again into the river. By this
time half of the crew were down with the
fever and there had been several deaths,

Finally the steamer arrived at Memphis,
where she lay for several days fast to a
wharfboat in front of the city.

The city of Memphis at that time was
in a very unsanitary condition. No atten-
tion had been pald to keeping the streets
and alleys cléan and the city had no sys-
tem of sewerage. The lesaon that Memphis
received in 1878, when thousands of her
citizens died, was not lost. It resulted
in making the city what it is to-day, a health-
ful well drained town with m&dern sani-
tary improvements.

It is an open question whether or not
the John Porter carried yellow fever to
Memphis. At all events after the steamer
was hurried away from the city the fever
at Memphis became more virulent and
malignant than it had been and it was not
long before people were dying at the rate
of two or three hundred a day.

Meanwhile word had been wired from
town to town that the steamer John Porter
was on her way up stream with many cases

Fever Epidemic of 1878,

of fever on board.

The situation on the boat was shooking.
Nearly all the orew were down with the
fever and the craft was looked upon along
ashore as laden with death. There were
80 many cases on board that the patients
could not get the care they should have
had. Supplies were running low and the
supply of fuel was short.

The healthy memters of the crew went
from hamlet to town and fairly begged
for provisions and fuel, so that they could
make their way north and get out of the
yellow fever belt. Everywhere they landed
it was the same story, they were driven
off at the muzzle of shotguns.

The shotgun quarantine was even more
rigid in those days than it has been this
summer. All along the river banks, on
both sides of the stream, were men armed
with shotgune, rifies and revolvers, on the
lookout. The citizens of towns yet free
from the fever turned out en masse when
the John Porter came in gight, staggering
up stream with a load of sickness and death
on board, and warned her to proceed on
her joiwmey.

Shjo vuyaeeklng rest and finding none.
Citizens of the river towns were so crazed
at the idea of fever making an inroad in
their communities that they had no pity
for anybody but themselves. Once in a
while they were prevailed upon to throw
some provisions on board the Porter from
a rowboat, which then hurried away.

The steamer was undermanned, negrly
everybody being down with fever, dying
or dead. Yet the steamer finally made out
to reach Cairo, where the captain and crew
had many friends and expected aid.

They found no warm greeting here,
There was less mercy for them than down
the river. They were ordered to cross
the river and tie up to trees on the Kentu cky
shore. The woods came down to the river
bank and those of the crew who were able
went on shore and got a supply of wood.
Here also they recelved a supply af pro-
visions and Capt, Mahan was taken ill,

The steamer lay opposite Cairo for several
days. At length the chief engineer, who
was now in command, thought he would
run up the Ohio as far as Loulsville, It
would have been wiser to let the boat stay
where she was. The steamer had a com-
fortable berth and those of her crew who
were yet living were doing fairly well.

By offering big wages the steamer secured
new hands at different points along the
river. Fresh men stepped into the places
of those dead, only to be taken ill and die
in turn, Strange as it may seem men were
found willing to risk their lives for the

wages offered. Thus it was that the John
Porter brought yellow fever into the Oblo
River Valley.

The steamer touched at Louisville, but
was ordered away. Shortly after she left
Louisville the fever broke out there and
there were some deaths.

By this time nearly every man on board
was either down with the fever or getting
over it. What crew she had looked like
a lot of ghosts. In this state she reached
Cincinnati.

The authorities of Cincinnati had been
warned that the Jrhn Porter was on it=
way to that city.’ A company of State
militia and a battery of artillery were or-
dered out and stationed on the river bank.
The steamer was ordered to keep on. If
she stopped, they said, they would fire on
her,

Through it all Capt., Maban had stuck
tothe three Largese. But the chief engineer,
who was now in command, thought it best
to cast them loose when opposite Cincinnati,
They were set on fire by the people of the
city and burned to the water’s edge.

The death ship was ordered to keepon
going. Cincinnati did not care where she
went, provided it was somewhere eise,
anywhere away from Cincinnati,

The steamer had left a trail of yellow
fever wherever she had touched. There
is no telling how many of the crew died,
as there was a constant accession of fresh
hands. It 1s estim that there were
as many as forty deaths on board. Bome
of the crew escaped to the shore and wan-
dered into the interior, where they spread
the fever from place to place.

The officers and crew left on board were
desperate. A little more than a hundred
miles above Cincinnati the steamer was
run aground hard and fast on Possum Bar,
The river was low, it'was impossible for
her to go on, and there she remaivned until
late in the fall. Officers and men went
on shore and scattered.

They made their way to various points,
taking as a companion the much feared
yellow jack, Many casee in the Ohio River
Valley were afterward traced to this {ll
fated boat. Two members of the crew
got as far as a small village in Pennsyl-
vania below Pittaburg, where one of them
died.

When word reached the Cumberland
Towing Company in Pittaburg that the
John Porter was aground on Possum Bar
and deserted, the company by oﬂerln(' a
large amount of nioney secured a gang of
men to go down to the boat, fumigate her
and bring her up to the city, Almost the
first thing th>y did was to throw into the

A Western Windjammer on Wheels,

The New York man who lives up the State
invited his frisnd from Kansas City to spend
Sunday at his house on the Hudson., The
trip was made in one of the big racing
machines now a common sight in the Fast.

A mile beyond Yonkers the exrpected
happened. With a sigh the New York
man flattoned himself out under the machine
and tried to mend it. The Kaneas City man
stood In the middle of the road and leaned
against a fence, alternately.

The New York man gave up after an hour
of perturbation and profanity, and sent a
measenger to the nearest shop for aid.
Meanwhile he and his guest occupied a seat
in the car and discussed transportation.

“I never was in love with this sort of
thing” said the New Yorker, “but barring
accidents of this character it gets me there
quicker than anything éise. Me for a flying
machine when it is perfected.”

“Anything that goes by wind is too uncer-
tain and erratic for me,"” replied the Kansas
citizen,

“Did you ever try that brand of travel?”

“You people in the Fast think you have
solved the transportation problem,” replied
the guest, “Why, man, we had flying
machines in Kaneas when you folks were
lumbering up and down Broadway in omni-
buses.”

“That wad a long time ago.”

“I know it was. I can give you the exact
date—1888. Mind you, I don't say that the
machines got up in the air to do business.
But the one I am talking about was run Ly
wind,

“We called it a dry land navy. It was
construoted to navigate the plains when
everybody was trying to get to the gold

river everything in the way of mattresses
and bedding., These things were scattered
for miles down the river and were accused
later of doing atill more to spread the fever.

After some weeks the steamer was
thoroughly fumigated, and soon after cold
weather set in the craft was brought up
the river to Pittaburg.

Nearly every one of the original crew
was dead, but the captain got well. The
chief engineer did not have the fever.

The John Porter was now looked upon
by roustabouts and river men genecrally
as a hoodoo. It was hard to get men to
work on her. Finally her owners decided
to overhaul the boat, rebuild her in part
and refurnish her from stem to storn. Her
name was ochanged from John Porter to
Sidney Dillon.

The steamer ran as a towing boat on the
river for severil years and became more
and more of a hoodoo. She was contin-
x]ly meeting with accidents, and finally

ttled the hoodoo question for all time,
in the eyes of the river men, by exploding
her boilers and burning to the water's edge.

flelde, and when Wagoning was the only
way to get there. Horses and oxen wera
too slow for the fellows who had acute cases
of gold fever.

“A genius of what is now a suburb of Kar«
eas City figured and worked until he finally
turned out a wagon which was to do on
Jand what & schooner does at rea. He
rigged it up with eails and an upper deck,
The ravigator operated the eails from the
deck, and the mast was twenty feet in the
air, The wagon was of ordinary dimen-
sions.

“When the wagon was completed the in
ventor—his name was Thomas, gave an ex-
hibition of its powers. A lot of people fol.
lowed him in his venture,

“The machine operated beautifully. It
went out on the prairie for ten miles ana
returned. Thomas couldn'’t get away from
the people. Edison in his greatest triumph
was never a8 big a man as Thomas was
thet day.

“The Santa Fé Navigation Company,
oomposed of capitalists, wanted to buy
the thing and offered a big sum. Thomaa
was not quite ready to sell all hie interest,
but he let enough of it go to help him ges
out an improvement on the first wagon,

“When the second machine was turned
out there was another exhibition. The
Santa Fé peopls came up to blow them-
selves, The machine fairly sailed. It was
the talk of that part of the country.

“Then Thomas got smart, just as you
fellows who have these devil wagons have
done. He had a lot of fancy stunts which
he said the wagon could do—surprises he
called 'em—and he turned the wagon loose.
It started off all right. Thomas was at
the wheel.

¢ ‘Watch me!™ he yelled to the Santa
Féans as he undertook to run the machine
in the face of the wind.

“You've seen a ship shiver when it has
struok something unseen? Well, this wind
wagon of Thomas did more than that. It
leaped like a frightened gazeile. It climbed
like a stirred up rattier. It butted, it went
zigy;‘a’ﬁ. it went ahead, then backed and

vee It jumped & gulley and went over
a rail fence. It then took a cut ahead and

dimd)peamd.

“One of the Santa Fé crowd who was a
doctor had gone out on a mule to sce the
machine go. When the wagon disappeared
the doctor started his mule to overtake the
ammer. others remained to
await Doc's report.

“Late in the day they spied him coming
acroas the fleld lcading the mule. In his
effort to overtake Thomas and his wagon
the mule had broken down.

“A few weeks later Thomas got back to
town, a dejected man. The Santa Fé Navi-
gation Company disbanded, and the first
and onl‘y attempt in that ocountry to get
nlo%w thout horses failed.”

“Then ou'bhink I had better stiok to the
automobile?” said the New Yorker.

*1 think that is what we are doing now,"”
said the Kansas City man.,

".,Hopes and

Knabenshue’s
Fears
Airship Man Expects to Be Killed—

1

Thinks Langley Is on the Right Track.

w

*Roy ‘Knabénshie is looked upon as a
* pretty smart youngster out in our town,”
said @ man from Toledo. “He can have
about anything the Toledo folks have got.
His aerial exploits are watched with a good
deal of pride by. old and young in Toledo,
where Roy Knabenshue was bormn and
brought up. The older folks are proud of
the ‘Kid Knabenshue,' as they advert to
‘him, on account of the youngster's dad,
“who has been known to every man, woman,
.ohild and dog'in Toledo for maore than forty

years. .

“Roy Knabenshue has a brother who
{s also an aeronaut, but this Knabenshue
‘has confined himself up to the present timg
to the round balloons, and so he hasn't
attracted such wide attention, although

_he is a niighty aritty customer, at that,

*Roy Knabenshue is 20 years old, but he
Jooks like-a stripling of twenty. He's a
slender, beardless chap, who talks in a very
quiet tome, and he's pretty taciturn, at that.
But he's there when it comes to a mix,
a8 he has shown on several occasions in
Toledo, He's got muscles as hard as tire
rubber, and he knows 88 much about boxing
a8 any man needs to know who i{an't in
the bifing game professionally. The boy

has got a peculiarly hard, steely gray eye—
the eye of a desperado, I told him once.
In his case it's just the eye of a man built
and devised to do remarkable things. ‘When
it comes to that, I belleve that a man has
got to have just a bit of the desperado in
his makeup who attempts to do the kind
of things that young Knabenshue does with
his big, fish shaped gas bag.

“Knabenshue has been fiddling around
with the balloons of all shapes since he
quit the Toledo High School. 1 suppose
he knows the ins and outs of the gas bags
better than any living man, not excepting
little Santos-Dumont, His experience in
aerial navigation has certainly been much
more varied and extensive than the little
Brazillan’s. The navigation of the air be-
came a bug with Knabenshue from the
time he was flying kites as a boy. The
cigar or fish shaped contraptions weren't
out when he first tackled the” game, and
80 he went in for the roumd bags, making
many ascensions and parachute drops all
over the country. In this sort of work
he never had an accident, for he is an ex-
traordinarily careful workman in his aerial
stunts, and never takes a chance that he

knows to be a chance before going up,
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“And yet the youngster has for some
time had a hunch that he’ll sooner or later
meet his finish at the airship game. He
told me so in Toledo no longer ago than
two months, when he was executing a
series of astonishing performances with
the fish shaped bag that he now has in
New York.

* “These old bags will hash me yet,' he
said, in substance, on that opcasion, ‘I'm
always expecting to get it. There are
about forty things that could happen to
a bag of the kind I work with that'd give
me the wind up thud. But I don't bother
about this hunch when I'm up in the air—
it's only between ascensions that I get to
thinking about it. I know that it's a: dan-
gerous game, and all that, but it's the game
that I've got mixed up with, that I know
more about than anything else, and so I
can't stop. I've had some close shaves
with the fish bag, but have managed to
scramble out of all of them, more through
just bullheaded luck than anything else,

“ ‘Twice out in Los Angeles last winter
I thought I was a goner, and 1 got into
a scrape while away up during the series
of ascensions at the Bt. Louls exposition
that didn’t look very cheorful to me while
it was going on. But I wriggled out of
all of these messes, as I say, with the aid
of a lot of luck. But I'm not fooling my-
self. The luck thing can't and doesn't
stay with a man all the time, and I'm rnmy
liable to get my dose any time. take
every precaution to guard against trouble,
but precautions comprise only about 28
per cent. of it, at the outside, in the aerial
game., The remaining 76 per ocent, of
trouble simply can't be guarded againat
by the most cautious man in the world,
80 that the odds are pretty high against
the fellow who goes in for traveling where
the old fashioned folks say human beings
don't belong.’

“EKnabenshue doesn't express himself

'n this fatalistio fashion with the slightest
air of bravado, for he is, as a matter of
fact, an extremely modest, even diffident
young chap, and he has less of the swelled
head for a youngster who haas got him-
self so much talked about in a game in which
there are few participants than any man
I ever met up with. He's simply-weighed
all the chances, that’s all, and he is level-
headed enough to know #hat the odds are
away against him.

“Only an hour or so after Knabenshue
had mentioned these things to me at the
Booty House in Toledo he got into a mess
with his airship out at the Toledo fair
groundg that looked pretty bad to the eight
or ten thousand Toledo folks on the grounds
while it was going on. A few days before
Knabenshue had ascended from the fair
grounds, made his way in the teeth of a
twenty mile breeze to the top of the Spitz-
ler building, the tallest office building in
Toledo, where he alighted on the roof,
and then leisurely salled back to the fair
grounds, taking all of the points of the
ocompass for it on the way back, so that
there was a big crowd out at the fair grounds
on the following Sunday afternoon, whan
it was announced that he was going to
make another ascension.

“There was a twenty-five knot wind

' blowing at the time he made his ascension

but that wasn't what caused the bother—
Knabenshue says that he can beat against
virtually a gale of wind if all of his ma-
chinery works right. He rose from the
middle of the fair grounds all right, got
about 500 feet in the air, and then, all of a
sudden, the sparker of his motor balked
on him and refused to work, and the pro-
pellor stopped dead.| When the crowd
noticed the cessation of the ‘chug-chug’
of the motor operating the propeller,
which makes from 375 to 500 revolutions a
minute, they knew that young Knabenshue
was in & mese with all of that wind a-going,

and a whole lot of the women in the auto-
mobiles and buggies and traps on the
grounds set up a mighty screaming, while
those of the ladies who were fixed gracefully
for it, fainted. The etrong wind carried the
flsh shaped bag, sort of half broadside,
out of the fair grounds and over a forest
of very tall trees on one side of the grounds.

“An airship with the propeller balking
isn't of any more use than an ordinary
balloon, if as' muoch, in a tight sorape, and
the best that Knabenshue could do was
to come down, ka-biff, in the topmoat
branches of the very tallest trees in the
olump. The jar knocked him through
the framework from which he operates the
propeller and the rudder, and it looked
like he was due to make ¢ Brer Coon fall
of {t. But the young fellow showed the
agility of a monkey, reaching out and
clutching a swinging bough that just about
supported him and that's all. From the
bough he clambered back into the frame-
work of the airehip, whioh had become
mized up with the branches and was sway-
ing back and forth on top of the tree ke
some gigantio lummox of a baby rocking
itself to sleep.

*The contraption 'wasn't damaged ex-
eept for a bent rudder, and Knabenshue
ooolly disentangled the framework from
the bpugha, whereupon the big bag settled
to the ground in a clearing, Knabenshue
still holding on to his position in the frame-
work. By this time all ¢f the men on the
fair grounds bhad raced across fields and
over fences to see what everybody present
figured was going to be a tragio finiah, and
when they got to the clearing they found
Knabenshue tinkering with sparker
and looking as unconcerned as & man tak-
ing an after dinner smoke on a front porch.
The alrship was out of commiaajon for the
day, however, and so about thiee hundred
of the men put their shoulders under the
framework and actually carried the big

\

bag, framework and all, with Knabenshue
still sitting in it, acroes flelds and gulches
and ditokea, back to the grounds, and
::M it in the canvas tent where it was
pt.

*“Knabenshue isn't laboring under any
delusions about the airship business, He
ocan’t see how the gas bag idea is ever going
to solve the problem of aerial navigation,
and he is perfeotly candid in saying so.
After the ascension that landed him in the
tree the story got around that he was going
to make a atab at sailing from Toledo to
Detroit, a distance of ebout seventy-six
miles, in his airship.

“‘Yes,’ he replied when I asked him about
that, ‘and I'm presently going to establish
an hourly airship schedule between New
York and 8an Franoisoco and another one
between Detroit and New Orleans, carry-
ing passengers, freight, the United States
mails, and so on—when there's pink snow
in August.

* “These old bags are never going to solve
the riddle,’ he went on. ‘Nobody that
knows anything about the game ever makes
any such imbecile claim as that comea
to. There's no way that that matter of
weight will ever be overcome, unleas they
fix up a framework made of spider webs
and a motor made of silk threads. I've got
a margin of only five pounds weight with
the machine I'm using, and that's mighty
small, winii you begin o figure on it. Not
only that, but an airship motor of the kind
that can be carried within the weight limita-
tions can only keep the bag in the air for
two hours at the outside,

® I never claimed anything for the airship
—~that it will ever be a practical vehicle for
navigating thé air; that is, except by special-
ists purely for exhibition purpoges. I've
simply got a big, fish shaped bag
up so that I can move it around at will in
the air for a little while—that's all I'm
claiming. That the gas filled bag will

ever be developed into a contraption that
will permit of all hands taking a whack at
the air navigating buainess is something

that no man who has ever been up in one

of them believes for a minute.’

“At that, Knabenshue is firmly of the
conviotion that human beings will be navi-
gating the air within a fow decades, He
believes that the aerodrome will eventually
prove to be the thing.

“‘Prof. Langley has got the right idea,'
he told me, ‘and the fact that his intricate
machine plunged into the Potomac a few
times on its trial trips doesn’t prove that he
isn't on the right tack. His unsuoccessful
experiments brought the learned old gen-
tleman an amount of ridicule that his efforts
didn't deserve. A lot of great scientific
minds, in this country and across the water,
are studying the air navigating problem
nowadays, and they're virtually united in
the belief that the aerodrorne is the thing,
None of them takes any stock in any kind
of an airship as a solution of the riddle.
And of course they've got that right.

“Individual flying machines are a thing
of the very near future, in Knabenshue's
opinion,

“‘I know several fellows who have heen
exporimentlm‘: with winged contraptions,'
he gaid, ‘run by the power of elbow greasa
and by motors, for years, and at least three
of these chaps have got machines already
perfected that they can actually fly with,
not  in little no-account aerial sprints,
but through a distance of ether, Com-
mercially practicable flying machines aro
only a little way off. But the flying machine,
while it will furnish plenty of sport when
it comes, isn’t the thing—it isn’t the solution
of the prohlem of aerial navigation--to
repeat that phrase of which most of us are
becoming & bit tired. Aerial navigation
means the abllity to take your wife and
mother-in-law, or your girl and her mother,
and all of the baggage, and the parrot
and the fox terrier pup, so to speak, ona
little spin from here to Chicago and back
whenever you fe?] like it. That's going 10
oome, too, when the day's ripe for it. But
it'll never come if the gas bag is depended
upon to do the busineas.'” = eyt
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